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_ TO MY MOTHER 


FOREWORD 


OF course you all know the Land of Nod 
as well as Sandy and the Sandman do. And 
don’t you love Poppy Meadow and Lullaby 
Brook and Deep Sleep Pool and Snoring Stile 
and Little Nap Lane? And don’t you think 
one of the most interesting things about the 
country is that it is never twice the same? 
One night, you know, there is a Christmas 
tree right by the gate with the frosty moon- 
light sparkling on the snow, and the very 
next time you cross the threshold you will 
find it broad daylight with a picnic spread on 
the grass in the cool shade of an apple tree 
which showers pink and white blossoms 
down on you. Sometimes you meet some 
one you have just left, and again an old friend 
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FOREWORD 


you haven't seen for a long time and hi: 
almost forgotten. 

Of course you will soon discover tl 
these friends of Sandy’s are friends of y‘ 
too, and they send you a Crowe 
from the Land of Nod. 
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ANDY’S mother had prom- 
ised that he might sit up 
Christmas night as long as he 
liked, and after supper he stole 
back to the library where the 
tree stood, with all the gifts 
gone, but still gorgeous with 
its glittering trimmings. 
And while he sat under the 
tree, with bits of tinsel spar- 
kling on the floor all about him, 
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and the fragrance of the hemlock making it 
seem like a forest, the Sandman came and 
took him for a pig-a-back ride to the Land 
of Nod. And just inside the gate was the - 
most wonderful tree dazzling with candles . 
and laden with such a curious lot of gifts! — 
Santa Claus himself was distributing them, 
and, seated on the ground in front of him, 
eagerly waiting for their presents, Sandy saw 
lots of old friends. 

As he slid down from the Sandman’s back, 
Santa Claus was just saying, “A little glass 
slipper,” and a girl sprang eagerly forward. 
Sandy saw that she wore a ragged gown and 
that one foot had only a stocking on, while 
on the other gleamed a glass slipper pre- 
cisely like the one Santa Claus held out to 
her. ‘*Good-evening, ” (1), said Sandy; 
‘“where’s your coach?” “Oh, Sandy,” she 
replied, ‘I’m so glad to see you! Did you 
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meet my prince on the way ?”’ “No, I have n’t 
seen him,” Sandy replied; ‘‘come, let’s walk 
round the tree and see everything.” 

They soon discovered several important 
things: that all the toys were alive, and that 
just as soon as candy was taken from the 
tree more grew at once in its place. Sandy 
nibbled the end of a candy cane and immedi- 
ately another piece filled in the hole. Sandy 
stuffed the pockets of ’s (1) kitchen apron 
perfectly full of gumdrops, and just as soon 
as the last one dropped in, the cornucopia filled 


itself quite up to the top again. 

A rocking - horse whinnied as they patted 
its neck, and a very gay little Jack-in-the-box 
popped up every now and then, calling, ‘Oh, 
Sandy!” andas soon as Sandy looked it gave 
a terrifying squeak and dropped down out of 
sight again of its own accord. There was a 
large box of building-blocks under the tree, 
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and Sandy was just in time to see a\ ine 
tribe of Brownies steal out of a bound volum 
of Saint Nicholas, and begin to build a ca a 
Then a doll in gorgeous queenly robes, w 
a golden crown on her head, said goe mt . 
to a large pink candle near her, came gr ae a 
fully down from the tree, and walked w 
stately tread into the castle built ina mom scat 
by the Brownie band. iy 
A fountain pen wriggled out of a Chris tmas | 
box and began writing a letter all by itsel elf on 7 
some note-paper with Kate Greenaw we 
tures on it, while from the next brar chee : 
Indian suit reached down and — 
its right sleeve a George Washington hz 
At the same time Sandy laughed to see < 
boy suit deftly lassoing a hobby hori 
jumping-rope. ie 
People whom Sandy knew well knee 0 
ping in and out of the books which w 
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piled on the snow under the tree. Sometimes 
they met each other with great pleasure: 
Robinson Crusoe, for instance, was always 
glad to meet anybody at all, while children 
always ran shrieking back between their cov- 
ers when they caught sight of an old witch 
who was hobbling out from between her pages 
every now and then, leaning on her crutch. 
The games were having great sport all by 
themselves: big marbles were rolling the 
little ones, beanbags were playfully tossing 
each other back and forth, while dominoes 
were busily matching up spots with each 
other and forming in a long marching line. 
“Come on, let’s go back and see what 
Santa Claus is doing now,” whispered Sandy 
to (1), and they were just in time to 
see him hold up a little glass box inside 
which they could plainly see a very small 
cake with the words “EAT ME” beautifully 
ii 
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marked on it with currants. As Sandy and 
(1) were wondering for whom the gift 
was meant, they were startled to see a little 
girl just ten inches high come running up and 
beg for the cake. At first they thought she 
must be Tom Thumb’s sister, but to their 
amazement she began to grow gradually larger 
as she nibbled the cake, murmuring, “Curi- 
ouser and curiouser.’”’ When Sandy heard ° 
these words he laughed aloud and wondered 
that he hadn't guessed before that she was 
(2). , 

On one of the lower branches was a parcel 
tied with scarlet ribbons in which a sprig of 
holly was stuck. Santa Claus sniffed it and 
when heexclaimed, ‘‘Aha! A Christmas pie!” 
half a dozen children scrambled for it. But 
Santa Claus singled out one little lad and said, 
“This is for you, " (3)2 ie 
little boy, with a happy sigh, snuggled down 
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in acorner, and pulled from his pie something 
big and juicy, crying out, just as Sandy ex- 
pected he would, ‘‘ What a good boy am I!” 

“Never did I see such a beautiful brush 
and comb!” exclaimed Santa Claus, opening 
a velvet-covered box. ‘‘Even the Queen of 
Hearts has nothing so fine on her dressing- 
table! The brush and comb are pure white 
ivory and there is a pair of solid silver nail 
scissors that can tell fairy stories while they 
are cutting. These must be for some dainty 
little maiden.” But just at this moment Santa 
Claus caught sight of a queer little boy off at 
one side all alone. His hair stood out rough 
and snarly quite ten inches all over his head 
and his finger nails were so long and claw-like 
that the other children were all afraid of him. 
“Why, of course,” said Santa Claus; ‘these 
are for you, —— (4). If you had had these 
before you never would have reached such 
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a state or been called such a horrid name.” 
Then the wild-looking little lad took his gift, 
and, squatting right down under a branch of 
the Christmas tree, he began to brush his 
tangled hair. 

Santa Claus took from the tree four par- 
cels tied together with golden cord, and each 
plainly marked. He straightened his specta- 
cles, looked closer, and read the labels on each 
cover. ‘“‘Rowley. Powley. Gammon. Spin- 
ach. Well, bless my soul.”” And then a little 
green animal in his Sunday-go-to-meeting 
clothes, carrying an opera hat in one hand 
and a cane in the other, came hopping forward 
and claimed the gift. Every one knew he 
must be the who : (5), and 
Sandy was dreadfully disappointed because he 
wouldn't open the parcels. Every one was 
craning his neck, hoping to see what Rowley, 
Powley, and Gammon looked like, but their 
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owner, tucking. two. parcels under each arm, 
hopped off in a hurry, as if to keep an impor- 
tant engagement. 

Dangling from the end of a branch were 
some wee scarlet mittens. Instead of being in 
pairs they were in fours, which Sandy thought 
queer until he heard ‘‘ Mee-ow! Mee-ow! 
Mee-ow!”’ and then round the tree scampered 
the (6). They were so re- 
lieved to have the mittens, and, purring their 
thanks most politely to Santa Claus, they 
frisked gayly off to their mother, who re- 
warded them with a little mouse pie apiece. 

“ Now, whose nightie is this?” cried Santa 
Claus, peeping into a parcel done up in scarlet 
tissue paper. Just at that moment a little boy’s 
voice was heard calling, ‘‘ Are all the children 
in their beds? It is past eight o'clock!” and 
down Hushaby Street ran a little boy in a 
bedraggled nightgown. It was all muddy 
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around the bottom, for he had waded through 
Lullaby Brook; it was stained with black- 
berries he had gathered near Snoring Stile; 
and one shoulder was smeared with red paint 
that had dripped from a rosebush you will 
hear more about by and by. Santa Claus gave 
not only the nightie, but a huge stick of mo- 
lasses candy as thick as your arm to —— 
(7), who sat down to rest and enjoy 
himself after his hard evening’s work. 
‘“Mmmmm! A candy kiss!” said Santa 
Claus, lifting the cover of a beautiful box and 
peeping inside. ‘‘ Now, there ’s.no use at all 
in calling 4er to come,” he murmured to him- 
self. ‘‘ Here, Sandy, you play messenger boy. 
Do you see that palace over on the farther 
bank of Deep Sleep Pool ?”” Sandy looked and 
saw the towers ofa castle rising above a thorny 
thicket. Santa Claus continued, ‘‘Some one 
lives there who has been asleep for fifty years, 
12 
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and if you give her what’s in this box now, 
she won't have to sleep on for another half- 
century.” Delighted with his errand, Sandy 
ran around the edge of the pool, and made his 
way through the briers, —and very hard work 
it was too! When he reached the palace he 
found every one asleep, even the flies on the 
wall. He hurried past the sleeping sentinels 
and soldiers in the courtyard, past the cooks 
in the kitchen, past the king and queen on 
their thrones, and at last came to a beautiful 
princess very sound asleep. He took the cover 
off the box, put the kiss right between her 
parted lips, and then the (8) opened 
herblueeyesandsmiled. She insisted on going 
at once to thank Santa Claus, and on the way 
they passed his reindeer who were tied to a 
dream tree and were shaking their bells im- 
patiently. So she begged Santa Claus to let 
them come to supper with her ponies in the 
15 ? 
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royal stables, as there was going to be a great 
feast to celebrate her awakening. 

Just then the Sandman came up, bringing 
sleepy twin babies on his back, and Sandy told 
him he had never known that the enchanted 
castle of the (8) was in the Land of 
Nod. ‘Could you think of any better place to 
sleep in for a hundred years?” asked the Sand- 
man. Sandy thought for a while and could n't. 
Can you? 

While Sandy and the Sandman were dis- 
cussing the question, Santa Claus called out 
‘Sandy!’ and wheeled out from behind the 
tree a beautiful shining bicycle which Sandy 
was sure hadn't been there a few moments 
before. It had a motor horn on the handle bars, 
and Sandy was so excited that he hopped 
up and down when he saw it had two wheels 
instead of three. Sandy’s mother always said 
he was too little to ride a real bicycle, and he 
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just wished she could see him as he mounted 
with perfect ease and, tooting his horn, rode 
joyfully up and down the wide drowsy streets 
and the sleepy little lanes of the Land of Nod. 


KEY 
THE CHRISTMAS TREE 


. Cinderella. 

meLlice, 

. Little Jack Horner. 

. Slovenly Peter. 

Frog Who Would A-Wooing Go. 
. Three Little Kittens. 

. Wee Willie Winkie. 

. Sleeping Beauty. 
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WHILE San- == De <. 


dy was coming 
home from an & 
all-day picnic 


————— 
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over by the river, 
the Sandmang 
lay all snuggled in 
Daddy’s arms and 
didn’t even wait 
for him to reach 
his little white 
crib. Asthe Sand- 
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man and Sandy went hand in hand down the 
long winding road that leads to Sleepy Town 
in the Land of Nod, they met 
“I’m waiting fora pieman,”’ said he. “There's 
going to be apicnic in Sherwood Forest; the 
Pied Piper has asked all the children and I've 
seen some grown-ups going too. Every one is 
going to have the thing to eat that he likes best, 
but I think I'd better buy my pie before I go, 
to make sure of it, — only, you see, I have n't 
any penny.” Sandy, after fumbling in his 
pocket, finally found one which he had been 
saving for the next organ-grinder with a mon- 
key, and (1), delighted, sat down on 
a huge rock, under a bong tree to wait for a 
pleman. 

When Sandy reached Sherwood Forest the 
lunches were just being distributed. They had 
all been put in a pile at the foot of a green- 
wood tree that stood in a shady glade, and the 
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Pied Piper was giving to each picnicker his 
favorite dainty. 

He opened a big pasteboard box and called 
out “Aha! Lunch for two people who always 
eat together. Here's a platter with a big piece 
of meat, just half of it fat and half lean,” and 
Sandy was not surprised to see and 
(2) hobble forward with their hands 
outstretched for the platter. 

The next lunch was very carefully packed. 
The first thing Sandy saw after the cover was 
taken off the box was a runcible spoon and 
beneath that some mince and slices of quince. 
A funny-looking little bundle in the bottom 
turned out to be plenty of honey wrapped up 
ina five-pound note. Sandy clapped his hands 
delightedly as the and the (3) 
danced up hand in hand to receive their favor- 
ite sweets. 

Next there was a great big can. The Piper 
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sniffed the steam curling out of it. “Broth!” 
cried he, ‘“‘but where is the bread?” “There 
isn’t any,” wailed a lot of little children; 
‘we belong to the in 
a (4), and this is all we have before we go 
to bed except a whipping!” Sandy was thank- 
ful he didn’t belong to such a large family 
that his poor mother had to feed him like that. 
‘‘Now, this is queer!’ exclaimed the Piper, 
as he opened a package tied up in a napkin. 
‘Here's some white bread and butter, but no 
broth. Who'll sing for this supper?” At this 
a merry little lad began singing the jolliest 
song you ever heard and the Piper gave the 
sandwiches of thick white bread and butter to 
—— (5). The Piper smiled ten- 
derly as the little chap divided his sandwiches 
with the children who had no bread and they 
gave him some broth, so all were happy. 
‘Mmm! Strawberries, sugar, and cream!” 
26 
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said the Piper. ‘‘ This is for some very fortu- 
nate child, and here’s a note fastened to the 
handle of the cream jug. It says that the 
one who eats this need never feed the pigs 
nor wash dishes.”’ At this, up jumped ——— 
—— (6) and eagerly stretched out her hands 
for the luscious berries. 

‘Now, if any one likes curds and whey, 
here's the chance for a feast,’ said the Piper, 
lifting the cover from a blue-and-white china 
bowl. ‘If you please, sir, are there any spiders 
near the bowl?” asked a timid little voice. 
“JT always have so much trouble with spiders 
when I go to picnics. I’m so afraid of them 
and they always frighten me away just as I 
am going to enjoy myself most!” “TI’ll pro- 
tect you,’ said Sandy bravely, and 
—— (7) smiled gratefully at him as she be- 
gan to sip the curds and whey she loved so 
dearly. 
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In the deep shade of the forest back of the 
Piper was a cottage all made of bread, with 
a roof of frosted cake and windows of trans- 
parent sugar. It was a perfect house to be 
standing in picnic woods, and at one corner, 
to catch the drippings from the eaves, was a 
glass barrel full to the top of pink picnic lem- 
onade. A ragged little boy and girl stood by 
and were hungrily looking at the delicious roof 
and windows when the Piper said to them, 
“This whole cottage is for a specially hungry 
little lad and his sister lost in the woods. You 
need n't be afraid to come closer, for the old 
witchis dead.” Atthese words and—— (8) 
hopped up and down with joy, screaming, 
‘Goody! Goody! The witch is dead! The 
witch is dead!” The little girl broke off a 
corner of the door and began nibbling it, 
while her brother munched a bit of delicious 
window-pane as he dug up a brick from the 
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path and discovered that it was chocolate ice- 
cream | 3 

The Piper peeped over the edge of a big 
tray andexclaimed, ‘“‘Upon my word! Tarts! 
Rather mussed, but still, looking extremely 
good.” At the word “Tarts!” up jumped the 
of —— (9). ‘‘ Well, I am glad to see 
those tarts again! I had no end of trouble 
making them and then that knave stole them 
from me just as they were done. My husband 
was beating him as I came away, so I must 
hurry back to the palace.” And, nibbling 
the edge of a tart, with her crown on quite 
crooked, and currant juice dripping untidily on 


her ermine-trimmed apron, she hurried away. 

In her haste, for she was looking at the 

tarts and not at all where she was going, she 

almost ran into a huntsman all clad in Lin- 

coln Green, who came leaping down a forest 

path, singing a merry song right lustily. The 
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moment the Piper saw him he cried, ‘‘ Well, I 
am glad you came! Here is a huge venison 
pasty waiting just for you and a great horn 
of brown October ale.’ At this, the tall stran- 
ger in green, who was no other than 
(10) himself, thrust his hand into the pie 
and ate right heartily, washing it down with 
great drafts of humming ale, while Sandy 
looked on, watching his favorite hero with 
great delight. 

There was no special lunch for Sandy, but 
all the others shared their goodies with him 
and he thought he had never had such a mag- 
nificent meal. You may guess who the friends 
were who insisted on giving him part of their 
lunches, for he had white bread-and-butter 
sandwiches, a slice of quince, a mussed tart, 
a piece of candy window-pane, and three straw- 
berries, drenched with cream. He declined 
very politely a spoonful of curds and whey 
30 
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and a slice of meat on the platter of the old 
people, but when the tall man in Lincoln Green 
insisted on his dipping his fingers in the stew 


with him, it was the proudest moment of his 
life. 


KEY 
THE PIED PIPER’S PICNIC 


. Simple Simon. 

. Jack Sprat and His Wife. 

. Owl and the Pussy Cat. 

Old Woman Who Lived in a Shoe. 
. Little Tommy Tucker. 

. Curly Locks. 

. Little Miss Muffet. 

. Hansel and Gretel. 

. Queen of Hearts. 

. Robin Hood. 
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GRANDMOTHER was hard at work 
on her pansy bed, and Sandy was 


helping her, pulling weeds, picking blossoms, 
raking the path, and sprinkling the seedlings. 
Grandmother noticed his flushed cheeks, so 
she gave him a handful of balsam seed pods 
to pop, and advised him to curl up under the 
rosebush in the shade and stay till he was 
rested and cool. 

The heat waves danced above the melon 
patch and the garden path gleamed in the sun. 
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At the farther end of it Sandy noticed some 
one leaning over the gate and beckoning. He 
thought it was Grandmother, but as he ran 
down the path he saw it was his old friend 
the Sandman, who seemed to be a gardener, 
too, working in a wonderful garden Sandy 
had never seen before, though really it was 
just the other side of his own gate. 

Near the entrance stood a large rosebush, 
and the queerest thing was being done to its 
great white blossoms. Sandy could hardly be- 
lieve his eyes when he saw that the garden- 
ers were actually painting them red! As they 
caught sight of Sandy they all bowed low, and 
when he saw their curious bodies — oblong, 
flat, and thin, with their hands and feet at the 
corners, he guessed this was the famous rose- 
tree of the of (1). 

He thought the garden must belong to some 
royal palace near by, because, not far from the 
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Queen's kosetree, which was still dripping 
with red paint, a Spanish princess was ex- 
amining a (2) with great interest. 
It had borne just two pieces of fruit, which, 
strangely enough, were of different kinds, and 
as Sandy looked closer he saw one was silver 
and the other gold, —just the kind of fruit 
you would expect the of (2) 
to be interested in. 

Close by, a little girl was frantically shaking 
a slender tree. Sandy ran up to help her, and 
saw a white kitten way up in the branches. 
When the little girl began singing in a very 
wheedling tone, ‘‘ Diddlety, diddlety, dumpty,”’ 
Sandy knew he was looking at the very 
(3) that had its picture in his Mother 
Goose, and he told the little girl he was very 
sorry he did n't happen to have half a crown 
in his overalls pocket to help her fetch the 


ie 


pussy down. 
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The next tree was a kind that you never 
find in any garden except in the Land of Nod. 
It seemed to be an ordinary apple tree, but 
how do you suppose it grew? Out of the 
ground, like any well-behaved apple tree? 
Not at all. Out of the very top of the spire of 
a great church which seemed to be sitting just 
as naturally in that garden as the tool-house 
had sat in Grandmother's a few moments ago! 
Some little boys with hooks tried to pull down ~ 
the apples, and then they ran merrily back 
and forth from hedge to hedge. Sandy knew 
that this was the famous tree that stands 
on 's (4). | 

He was sorry to leave the orchard full of 
such wonderful dream trees, but he was curi- 
ous to see what was in the vegetable garden. 
He found in one plot a vine sprawling over 
the ground with huge bright yellow balls peep- 
ing out from under the leaves, and was just in 
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time to see a man putting a woman inside one 
of the yellow things he had hollowed out. 
“Why —__— ——— ——_|!”’ (5) screamed 
Sandy; ‘I should think you’d be ashamed of 


yourself!” ‘“She’s my wife; I’ve had no 
end of trouble with her. I’ve tried every- 
thing else,” replied ——- ——_ ——_ ——— (5) 


sullenly; ‘‘now I expect that I shall keep her 
very well.” 7 

Sandy saw that the man was too cross to 
argue with, so he strolled on to examine the 
most wonderful vine that grew up and up and 
up and up, as far as he could see, into the 
very sky. About half a mile up the stalk, 
Sandy could just make out a small boy clam- 
bering up as fast as he could go, and then of 
course he knew that he was looking at 
and his (6). 

The other side of the path seemed to be 
bordered with hollyhocks, but as Sandy went 
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nearer he saw that every swaying stalk was 
really a pretty maid curtsying to him. They 
wore lovely green velvety gowns, and their 
broad shade hats were pink and crimson and > 
yellow and pure white. Sandy thought that 
not even in dancing school had he seen such 
pretty maids all in a row, and when he noticed 
that the beds in which they stood were all 
neatly bordered with cockle shells he sud- 
denly realized that this garden must belong 
to (7). He was perfectly 
sure when he saw some plants like Grand- 
mother’s Canterbury Bells with s#/ver bells 
growing on them quite naturally and tinkling 
faintly as they swayed in the breeze. He did 
wish that Grandmother could see them, for 
he knew she would love them so and he 
called hopefully once or twice, ‘ Nanna! 
Nanna!” But she was evidently too busy 
gardening on the other side of the gate to 
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hear his call, so he strolled along the neat 
shell-bordered path till he came to a lot of 
merry children who were running hand in 
hand round and round a bush that bore pur- 
plish berries. 

They did n’t seem to care about the berries, 
but were greatly interested in their game, in 
which they were all doing exactly the same 
thing at the same time. Sometimes they all 
played they were washing their hands; again, 
it was their clothes; first they ran forward 
eagerly, then they dragged unwilling feet. 
Sandy guessed the bush he was looking at 
was the famous —— (8), which he had 
never seen before in all his life, though he had 
played the game so often. So he began to 
sing with them, ‘‘ Here we go round the 
——" (8), and they joyously took him into 
their circle and began the game all over again. 
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KEY 
THE SANDMAN’S GARDEN: 
1. Queen of Hearts. 


2. Nut Tree. 
King of Spain’s Daughter. _ che 

3. Plum Tree. oP 

4. St. Paul’s Steeple. i 


5. Peter Peter Pumpkin Eater. : 
6. Jack and His Beanstalk, = 


7. Mary, Mary, Quite Contrary. — 
8. Mulberry Bush. . Cie 
Py 


‘we 


| | i } oe 
My ih LCS 8) 


| 

My 

i i 
| ! } U i 

: = dy | Phi {) | 

A LY mi | LAN WY) AN 
ad NOC," 4 | Paitin DOO OADM OOO OCD UO) ALTRI MCR RI ND Cie 

S eof C 


Fel BANBVRECRES 


Love SANDY had an aunt who 
%§ thought he was old enough to 
sI< be taken to a concert, but he 
) decided soon after they were 
in their seats that it was the 
sleepiest place he had ever been 
. in-except his crib. He was 
iq trying bravely to keep 
awake while everything 


swam before his eyes, when 
suddenly, in the midst of all the dullness, 
an old lady upon a white horse galloped on to 
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the stage, before his very face and eyes. 


“Now, ¢4is is some fun!” he said to him- 


self. 

There was the most deafening noise, as all 
the musicians were performing at once, sing- 
ing and playing their different instruments. 
Nearly every one in the audience had his 
fingers in his ears, which seemed hardly po- 
lite at a concert, and some were just leaving 
in despair, when the old lady held up her fin- 
ger and commanded them all to stop. The 
silence was a great relief and was broken only 
by the faint jingling of the bells on the old 
lady’s toes. No one had noticed the bells 
before, as their tinkling had been drowned by | 
the racket of the concert. She explained to 
the audience that as she was very fond of 
music, always having it with her wherever 
she went, she would take charge of the con- 
cert, calling on the performers one at a time, 
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so their music could be really appreciated and 
enjoyed. 

First she called upon some violinists who 
played an extremely jolly tune. When Sandy 
counted them carefully and found three, he 
decided they must be the of 
(1), and he was n'tat all surprised to 
see a king’s page come to summon them. 

After they had followed the royal messen- 
ger from the stage, and joined two other men 
bearing a pipe and bowl, the old woman be- 
gan dashing this way and that, crying, ‘“‘The 
sheep's in the meadow, the cow’s in the corn!”’ 
When she had called the third time, a very 
sleepy little boy stumbled out from behind a 
haycock. He was dressed all in blue and when 
his drowsy eyes opened Sandy saw that they 
were very blue, too. So he guessed that he 
was (2), even before he blew 
his horn. 
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A queer mixture of noises in the distance 
grew louder and louder and more and more 
deafening, till presently four animals appeared 
on the stage making all the noise possible. 
One brayed, one barked, one mewed, and one 
crowed loud andlong. The Banbury Cross lady 
introduced them as the (3) 
and after they had made their bow to the 
audience the dog jumped on the donkey’s back, 
the cat scrambled on top of the dog, while the 
rooster flew up and perched on the cat. Then 
they all made as much noise as they possibly 
could, and Sandy did n’t wonder they had been 
so successful in frightening robbers. 

Every one was glad that the next number 
on the programme was a more quiet perform- 
ance. A solemn-looking bird stalked gravely 
in with a small guitar slung over his shoulder. 
Then he settled himself with the instrument, 
and, looking up to the stars above, sang a 

52 


Me AND Or NOD 


serenade to a little soft furry creature who had 
come purring in after him. The and the 
—— —— (4) made a great hit and responded 
to two encores. 

The lady then guided her white horse to a 
cherry tree at one side of the stage. She shook 
her right foot till the bells jingled merrily, and 
two little birds fluttered down from the top 
branches inanswerto hersummons. Thenone 
sang a charming song to the other, promising 
her cherry pie and currant wine if she would be 
his bride. With exquisite little trills and blush- 
ing behind her fan, she took his offer fine. 


The audience applauded ——- —— (5) so 
heartily as he sang his tender love song to 
pretty ——- —— (5) that, ‘“‘when he came 


unto the end, he then began again.” 

The next performance held Sandy spell- 
bound, and he was very glad he had come to 
such a wonderful concert. An odd-looking 
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youth strolled on to the stage playing a pipe, 
and following him was the queerest proces- 
sion, all dancing and frolicking and gambol- 
ing. First came a lot of school-children; then 
some fat old pigs prancing on their hind legs; 
then a pretty milkmaid spattered with milk; 
then a fat old countrywoman with a basket 
half full of broken eggs which were dripping 
all over her apron; and, last of all, a heavily 
laden jackass and his driver. Broken pottery 
was flying in all directions and the cruel driver 


was dodging the pieces even as he danced. _ 


Long before the procession came to an end 
every one knew the only musician who ever 
led such a band was , the ——’s 
(6). 

After this queer company had danced and 
pranced off the stage, another musician entered 
from the other side, and he had a large follow-_ 
ing, too, but such a queer one! Sandy did n't 
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wonder grown-ups liked to go to concerts if 
this was the kind of thing that happened. This 
piper wore a queer coat, half yellow and half 
red, which reached to his heels, and he was 
playing most wonderful music on a pipe which 
hung at the end of his scarf. But more sur- 
prising than the music was the procession of 
rats which followed closely after him. There 
were tiny little rats, old grandfathers, brown, 
black, gray, and tawny rats, thin rats and 
fat ones, jolly frisking ones and sedate old 
plodders, rats, and rats, and rats! ‘“‘The 
——1!" (7) shrieked Sandy, and the music 
made his legs so ache to dance that he would 
have followed, too, if he had n’t been so firmly 
clasped in the Sandman’s arms. 
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KEY 
THE CONCERT AT BANBURY CROSS 


1. Fiddlers Three of Old King Cole. _ 
2. Little Boy Blue. 
3. Bremen Town Musicians. oJ 
4. Owl and the Pussy Cat. i 
5. Cock Robin and Jenny Wren. 
6. Tom, Tom, the Piper’s Son. Ce 
7, Pied Piper. mors 
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“MOTHER, just one more 
story! 
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Please tell me about 
fenicken’, éicken,!)\ = begged 
Sandy. 

“But you've just had so 
many Stories, and the Sand- 


ansisoe dimost ere >Said 
Mother. 
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‘‘Never mind; begin and go as far as you 
can before he comes,” pleaded the sleepy little 
lad. 

So Mother began while Sandy cuddled close 
and propped open his heavy eyelids with his 
fingers. 

‘Once upon atime, as Chicken Licken was © 
going to the wood, whack! an acorn fell from 
a tree on his head. ‘Goodness me!’ said 
Chicken Licken, ‘the sky must have fallen; I 
must go and tell the King.’ So Chicken Licken — 
turned back and met Henny Penny. ‘Well, 
Henny Penny, where are you going?’ said 
he. ‘I am going to the wood,’ said she. ‘Oh, 
Henny Penny, don’t go!’ said he; ‘for as I 
was going, the sky fell on my head and I 
am going to tell the King.” So Henny Penny 
turned back with Chicken Licken, and they 
decided that instead of going to the King’s 
palace, they had better wait by the cross- 
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roads to warn all the passers-by not to go into 
the woods. So they waited by the signpost 
where the big highway divides and one road 
goes through the woods while the other winds 
about the meadows till it climbs up over the 
hill. 

“They had not long to wait, for soon a little 
boy with powdered hair and a three-cornered 
hat came strolling along the road. He had a 
little hatchet in his hand and he looked at all 
the trees as he passed. ‘Where are you go- 
ing?’ asked Chicken Licken. ‘I’m going to 
the forest to cut down a great tree,’ he replied. 
‘But you can't go to the woods,’ warned 
Chicken Licken, ‘because as I was going into 
the woods the sky fell on my head.’ ‘Oh, dear!’ 
said the little fellow; ‘then I'll have to turn 
back. I was going to cut down the biggest 
pine tree in the forest with my new hatchet, 
but now I'll have to chop just a little tree in 
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Father's cherry orchard,’ and trying bravely 
not to cry with disappointment, —— (1) 
turned back toward home. 40 
“After the little lad had trudged out of 
sight they saw a fox running toward them, 
looking this way and that. They were terri- 
fied, but before they could scurry under the 
bushes to hide he saw them and made a very 
polite bow, saying, ‘ Howdy, how does yo’ 
sym’tums seem ter segashuate?’ When he 
saw how uneasy Chicken Licken and Henny 
Penny seemed to be he said, ‘ Don’t be afraid. 
I’m old —— (2). I’m going into the for- — 
est to look for some calamus root to fool Brer 
Rabbit wid.’ ‘That’s just what you mustn't 
do!’ cried Chicken Licken, ‘ because as I was 
going into the woods the sky fell on my head.’ 
‘Then,’ he replied, ‘I think I'll make a Tar 
Baby wid tar and turkentime and set it in the 
big road back down yonder and see if I can’t 
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catch him wid that.’ So back he hurried and 
Chicken Licken and Henny Penny were 
mighty glad to see the end of his tail whisk 
round the corner out of sight. 

“While they were rejoicing at their escape, 
they heard some one blithely trolling a merry 
song, and over the top of the hill came a tall 
man all clad in Lincoln Green. ‘Where are 
you going?’ asked Chicken Licken, in his 
very biggest voice. Then the stranger laughed 
loud and long when he saw how small a crea- 
ture had stopped him. ‘I’m —— ——’ (3), he 
answered; ‘I set forth this morning to seek 
a merry adventure, but never a sheriff nor a 
bishop have I met this fair spring day.’ ‘Well, 
I warn you not to go into the woods,’ said 
Chicken Licken. At that the tall stranger 
shook with laughter till the tears rolled down 
his cheeks. ‘By Saint Dunstan! J afraid of 
the woods! Why, my home is in the forest, 
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Sweet Chick, under the greenwood tree.’ 
‘Would n’t you be frightened if the sky fell on 
your head?’ asked Chicken Licken, offended 
because the man jested about so serious a 
matter. ‘By my faith!’ replied the merry fel- 
low, ‘marry that I would!’ ‘Well,’ explained 
Chicken Licken, ‘as I was going into the woods 
the sky fell on my head.’ ‘ Then, by my life!’ 
quoth jolly (3), ‘I ll take the road around, 
and methinks I may meet a fat priest or lordly 
squire on the highroad.’ So saying, he strolled 
on, twirling his good stout oaken staff and 
whistling right merrily. 

‘Just as he disappeared, Chicken Licken 
and Henny Penny were very much startled to 
see a little girl running down the road with 
a flamingo in her arms, for little girls and 
flamingoes are so rarely seen together on coun- 
try roads. As soon as she caught up with 
them she said, breathlessly, ‘Oh, have you 
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seen my hedgehog?’ Chicken Licken assured 
her that no hedgehog had passed, and warned 
her about the woods. ‘Oh, dear,’ she cried, 
‘which way shall I go?’ — but just then they 
all heard a voice in the distance screaming, 
‘Off with their heads!’ and (4) turned and 
ran in the direction of the voice. 

“Chicken Licken and Henny Penny waited 
a long time, and just as they decided that no 
one else was coming they saw an old woman 
hobbling toward them along the dusty road, 
as fastasshecouldgo. ‘Whereare you going?’ 
asked Chicken Licken. ‘I’m going to Town 
to get my poordoga bone,’ she replied. ‘You'd 
better not take that path through the woods,’ 
said Chicken Licken, ‘because as I was going 
into the woods the sky fell on my head.’ 
‘Alack-a-day! I wanted to take the shortest 
way because my poor dog is so hungry and 
my cupboard is bare,’ explained —— (5), 
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but she thanked them and hurried off down the 
road through the meadows. 

‘‘As the sound of her footsteps died away, 
Chicken Licken and Henny Penny heard 
a queer commotion. They listened intently 
and decided that it came from the direction of 
Snoring Stile, which was down the road a bit, 
hidden by a thick hedge. So they hopped 
over to the hedge, wriggled partly through, 
and saw the strangest sight! A cat was trying 
to kill a huge rat which was gnawing away 
at a rope, one end of which was fastened tight 
around a butcher's neck. The butcher was just 
getting ready to kill an ox which was drink- 
ing from a little stream of water that was 
quenching the flames crackling on a burning 
stick. The stick was beating a yelping dog 
who was biting a fat pig that was just pre- 
paring to jump over Snoring Stile. Close by, 
encouraging the pig, was an old woman, look- 
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ing very tired, but so relieved to see every 
member of the strange band busy at work. As 
she was taking the meadow path, anyway, and 
not going toward the woods, Chicken Licken 
decided they needn't frighten her by telling 
her about the sky, so the — who found 
a - —— (6) continued her way home, and 
never knew that close at hand part of the sky 
was lying flat on the ground. 

“Presently Chicken Licken, chancing to 
look up into the sky, saw an old woman sail- 
ing along toward the woods. He chirped and 
peeped his loudest to warn her, while Henny 
Penny clucked distractedly. She evidently 
didn’t hear them, and then Chicken Licken 
had a bright idea. Growing close by in the 
cool shade by the brook were gorgeous cardi- 
nal flowers, and Chicken Licken and Henny 
Penny both picked long stalks of them and 
waved them to attract her attention. Finally 
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she noticed their signals of distress and gradu- 
ally came down to the ground. As she sprang 
out of the basket in which she had been sail- 
ing, they both chirped politely, ‘O whither, 
O whither, O whither so high?’ and she ex- 
plained that her business in life was keeping — 
the sky free from cobwebs. They fairly gasped 
and then Chicken Licken said, ‘You mustn't 
go over the woods because the sky there has 
fallen.’ ‘You don’tsay!’ she exclaimed. ‘Well, 
I am very glad you told me. I'll work on the 
grass here for a while before I go up again.’ 
‘But there won't be any sky there!’ protested 
Chicken Licken. ‘Now, Chickies, don’t you 
worry about that,’ said she; ‘did you ever 
hear of a sky that stayed fallen?’ Both thought 
for a few moments, scratching the ground re- 
flectively, and then admitted they never had. 
‘Well, first, I’ll brush the cobwebs from the 
trees and bushes and sweep them from the 
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grass here, — I never saw such a disorderly 
meadow. Just see all the webs sparkling with 
dew in the sunshine! Then, after I get these 
fields tidied up, I'll go up over the woods 
and see if the sky is n’t back. It will be fear- 
fully dirty after it has lain on the ground for 
a while and I shall have to work harder than 
ever. So she began sweeping busily and 
Chicken Licken told Henny Penny he felt 
sure she must be the 
(7). 

“The day had been long and the sun had 
been hot. Chicken Licken and Henny Penny 
waited a long time and then another long time 
and then another long time, but no one came 
by. They felt very drowsy and their heads 
began to nod. As they sleepily opened their 


eyes they saw a man coming toward them in 


up ina 


a gray robe. He wore a big soft hat with stars 
twinkling around the brim and a tiny crescent 
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moon gleaming on top. In one hand he pit | 
ried scarlet poppies and with the other he w 
scattering something from a sack slung 01 

his shoulder. ‘Who are you?’ they aske ot 
_drowsily; ‘you must n't — you must n’t- 
‘I am the Sandman,’ he answered; but the 
didn't hear, for they had tucked their hea 
under their wings and were sound asleep.’ A | 
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George Washington. 
Brer Fox. "er 
Robin Hood. ; 
Alice. 
Mother Hubbard. - 
Old Woman Who Found a Crooked Sixpence. 
Old Woman Tossed Up in a Basket. Er 
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SANDY spent a whole long happy day with 
his Daddy at the Zoo and came home just 
in time for supper, almost too sleepy to talk 
about it, and after eating his bread and milk 
stumbled drowsily to bed and was asleep in 
a moment. 

As he crossed the threshold of the Land of 
Nod and walked down Little Nap Lane hand 
in hand with the Sandman, he saw in Poppy 
Meadow a great circus tent, and on its can- 
vas top was printed in huge red letters, 
fete kk HU BBARD’S ZOO.” She 
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was there herself by the entrance taking tick- 
ets. ‘‘ What’s the admission?” asked Sandy 
grandly, so glad he remembered just the words 
he had heard his Daddy use that afternoon. 
“Two bones or three quarts of milk,” she 
replied. Sandy’s face fell. ‘I ve nothing like 
that,’ he said sadly. ‘‘ You never can be sure, 
Sandy, till you feel in your pockets,” she said 
encouragingly. He thrust his hands rather 
hopelessly down into his trousers pockets and 
to his amazement found his right one was full 
of bones, while his left had several quarts of 
milk in it. So he was able to pay for himself — 
and to treat the Sandman, too. f 
‘You see,”’ explained Mother Hubbard, “I 
had such remarkable success training my own 
dog, and people were always taking so much 
of my time by coming to see his tricks, that 
I decided I'd collect a few more performers 
and go into the business. These animals have 
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all been friends of ours for a long time and I 
charge enough admission to have plenty of 
food for all!”” She glanced down Little Nap 
Lane and remarked, ‘‘ There does n’t seem to 
be any one else coming down the road just 
now, so I'll put our friends through their 
tricks for you myself. You'll just love them, 
Sandy.” 

She lifted the tent flap and they walked in. 
Arranged in a large circle was a row of cages, 
but Sandy was surprised to see every cage 
door open. Mother Hubbard guessed what 
he was thinking, and explained that no friend 
of hers needed to be locked up and that all 
the performers were perfectly free to do as 
they liked. ‘‘There’s the original member of 
the troupe,” said Mother Hubbard, pointing 
with great pride to a trick dog who was smok- 
ing a pipe. After he was through puffing, 
he knocked out the ashes carefully, then he 
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unfolded a newspaper and read it gravely, laid 
it on the table, poured out a saucer of milk 
for the cat, then danced a jig, playing his own 
accompaniment on a flute at the same time. 
When he was tired of dancing he hopped on to 
a goat and rode gayly round the cage, taking 
off his cap and saluting Sandy every time he 
dashed by. Sandy knew that no other dog in 
all the world was half so clever as this one 
belonging to (1). 

There was a great twittering of birds in the 
next cage. Sandy tried to count them, but he 
had only learned to count as far as twenty, 
and when he reached that number, there were 
still more left. ‘‘ Did you see the King’s cook 
as you came along?” one of them chirped. 
“We expect him any moment. You must 
know us, — we are the famous and 
(2). Just now we are practicing a new — 
song to sing before the King.’’ And then 
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Sandy saw that what he had thought a feed- 
ing-dish for the birds on the floor of the cage 
was the pie dish waiting for them. At one 
- side a maid was hanging dripping white clothes 
ona line to dry, and Sandy was horrified to see 
one of the birds fly up suddenly and snap off 
her nose. When she clapped it in place again 
good-naturedly, humming a cheerful tune, he 
was greatly relieved, and she did n't even stop 
her work when the bird picked it off again 
with a hoarse chirp of amusement. _ 

The next cage wasn't really a cage at all, 
but a dear little cottage. The door stood open 
wide, and on a table Sandy spied three bowls 
of varying sizes, each holding something 
steaming hot. Drawn up before the largest 
bowl was a huge armchair; before the middle- 
sized one was a chair somewhat smaller than 
the other; and by the littlest bowl was a chair 
just the size of Sandy’s own at home. While 
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Sandy stood watching, a curtain fluttered out 
of the bedroom window, showing three tidy 
beds, and. he wasn’t in the least surprised 
when the 
the cornerand shuffled into the house. Sandy 
was greatly disappointed when Father Bruin 
slammed the front door tight shut, because 
he had hoped to see the rest of the story. He 
lingered for a few moments, with his eyes on 
the upper bedroom window, and was rewarded 
by seeing (3) jump lightly from the win- 
dow, and, not at all hurt, run quickly out of 
the tent. 

One cage was furnished as if it were some 
one’s front hall, and up and down the stair- 
case wandered a white-feathered animal. Sandy 
watched him waddle up and out of sight to the 
floor above; he could n't think for the life of 
him who the bird could be, and was just mov- 
ing on when he was horrified to see an old man 
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come tumbling downstairs. When a prayer 
book was thrown after him, he knew the poor 
old man was being punished for his sins by 
See (4). 

Close by was a collection of animals which 
perplexed him. There were six fat mice, six 
lizards, and a large gray rat all frisking about 
together. They were playing hide-and-seek 
round a pumpkin, having the jolliest kind of 
a time, when — in the twinkling of an eye — 
there was no rat or mouse or lizard or pump- 
kin, but through the open door of the cage 
~ dashed a golden coach drawn by six cream- 


colored horses, driven by a solemn coachman, 
and attended by six footmen in splendid liv- 
eries. Sandy screamed with joy, ‘“‘Oh, that’s 
'S (5) coach!” 

Sandy was surprised to see in the next cage 
a great bed, and under the counterpane some 
one wearing a big white frilly nightcap. Sandy 
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stared and stared, wondering why a sick old 
lady should be in the Zoo. Then the cap 
stirred a bit, and to his horror he saw great 
rough, hairy ears and long white sharp teeth. 
“Oh!” he shrieked, ‘you are the wicked 
(6) that tried to eat ” (6), 
and he was so relieved to see a tall wood- 
cutter rush into the cage and kill the wicked 
beast. Sandy enjoyed this so much that the 
wicked (6) kindly consented to go through 
the performance twice more for his special 
benefit. 


One tremendous cage inclosed part of a_ 


meadow, and in a grassy place he saw an ani- 
mal with her horns caught in the trunk of a 
persimmon tree. A little rabbit, with an ex- 
pression of wicked glee, was just saying to 
her, ‘You do de pullin’, 
I'll do de gruntin’.” Sandy recognized old 
friends at once and was overjoyed to see the 
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race as —— (7) chased the tricky little 
rabbit till he darted into the safe shelter of a 
brier patch. 

Sandy found all the animals most friendly 
and accommodating. They were all willing to 
go through their special tricks any number of 
times, no matter how much trouble it gave 


them. Whenever Sandy specially enjoyed a 
performance he would bribe the animal to go 
through it again, giving him a bone or some 
milk from his pockets, which, by rare good for- 
tune, were always full, no matter how much 
he took out of them. He told Mother Hub- 
bard he wished he had peanuts or candy for 
the performers, but she assured him she never 
allowed her pets to eat anything which might 
disagree with their digestions or spoil their 
very amiable dispositions. 

The sheep exhibit had several old friends 
imeites Dome had no tails at all, but off in the 
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farther corner of the cage Sandy saw 
white fluffy things hung out on a tree or 
dry. These, of course, belonged to ——- a 

(8), and one lamb with fleece as white 
snow he concluded must belong to — = 0 
who, Mother Hubbard said, was not yet re d 
for school. One lamb came up and bleat ite 
to Sandy, “ Yes, sir, yes, sir, three bags fu il,” 
before any one had asked him a ques tion. — 
Sandy laughed and said, “I would havek — 
from the color of your wool that yours 
= (29), even if you had n't g 
secret away.’ 

The kittens Sandy loved best of al ; 
were several of them in the cage, and as ) 
Hubbard gave the signal, which sounde 
“CREAM!” theyall began to performs 
by the fireplace on the hearth there was a 
huge hot coal, and over this one kitte — 
jumping. She wore her best silk petticoat 
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which was very careless of her, for before 
Sandy’s very face and eyes, it caught fire and 
the hungry flames ate a great hole init. ‘‘ Poor 
—— ——— —— " (11), said Sandy, ‘I hope 
you ll hurry up and mend it with silk because it 
is so sad to think of having no milk for supper.” 

One cat was the most good-natured crea- 
ture Sandy had ever seen. It grinned from ear 
to ear without ever stopping to rest its face. 
Sandy watched it, grinning almost as broadly 
himself, and then asked, ‘‘What’s the joke?”’ 
“Do you play croquet with the Queen to- 
day ?’’ was the cat’s only reply. But before 
Sandy could answer, the cat’s tail began to 
grow shorter, and gradually the whole cat 
vanished, leaving only its grin. ‘““O! —— 
——1!” (12) cried Sandy; ‘‘do it again! Do it 
again!’’ And the cat obligingly appeared and 
disappeared nine times, always leaving its 
grin behind. 
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A busy cat, strutting about the cage, with 
a sack slung over his shoulder, walked past 
the Grin every now and then. He wore smart 
boots of buff-colored leather, with gold tassels 
and scarlet heels. He evidently had a great 
deal of business to attend to; sometimes Sandy 
saw him trapping rabbits and birds, sometimes 
he heard him shouting fiercely in the distance, 
- giving orders ina very masterful voice. When 
he came to the cage door, he opened his sack, 
and laid a brace of partridges at Sandy’s feet, 
saying, with a deep bow, ‘From my Lord, 
the Marquis of Carabas,”’ Sandy bowed too 
and said, ‘Thank you, (ia 

Sandy could n’t leave the fascinating kitten 
cage. ‘‘What are you going to be when you 
are grown up?’ asked Mother Hubbard, pat- 
ting Sandy’s shoulder affectionately. “The 
man that shuts the gates on the ferryboat,” 
promptly replied Sandy. ‘How would you 
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like to stay with me instead and take care of 
the animals and teach them new tricks and 
take the tickets at the door?” she asked. 
Sandy’s eyes opened wide with delight at 
such a wonderful plan and he accepted the 
position hastily, afraid that Mother Hubbard 
might take back her splendid offer. He be- 
gan his new work at once by feeding to the 
pussies some minnows he had found rather 
unexpectedly in his blouse pocket, tangled up 
with his whistle and his top string, and by 
teaching Mother Hubbard’s -dog to say the 
alphabet backwards. 
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. Mother Hubbard. ; 
. Four-and-Twenty Blackbirds. 
. Three Bears. 


KEY 
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Goldilocks. | 
Goosey Goosey Gander. ia 


5. Cinderella. ity 

6. Wolf. i 
Little Red Riding-Hood. 

7. Sis Cow. 

8. Little Bo Peep. — io a 

9. Mary (Who Had a Little L: Ret 

10. Black Sheep. sr a 


. Puss Cat Mew. a 
. Cheshire Cat. a 
. Puss in Boots. a 


le 


@ 


>. a = © 


> wae we | 


Ir seemed to Sandy that 
September twentieth would 
never come and bring with 
it the long-promised County 
Fair of which he had been thinking all sum- 
mer. But when it did finally arrive, it proved 
to be the first of three days packed solidly 
with fun. On the afternoon of the third day 
a very tired little boy sat on the bleachers 
with his head resting on Uncle George's arm, 
declaring that he was n't the least bit tired or 
sleepy. The horses kept flying by and the 
a3 
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starter was just about to call out somet ring 
when Sandy gave a jump of surprise. He 
stared and stared and could hardly belie r “his 
eyes. — The starter was a Dodo! ae 

‘Riding and driving class!’’ screamec ie 
Dodo, and out trotted three horses with the 
drivers. The Dodo made them start. one ata 
time, which Sandy did n’t think fair, b it t pas 
Dodo explained that it did n't matter @ | 
about the racers; the important thing w 
the audience should be pleased, aad bai 
could n't enjoy the performance if all d: hed 
off at once. aie: 

The first rider was astride a small j be 
and as he passed Sandy he stuck a lo ng | 
drooping feather in his cap. “ Hurrah for= Rs 
!” (1) cried Sandy as he galloped b 

The next contestant, who wore a thr e€ 
cornered hat and a long black cloak, had ¢ di: 
mounted while waiting his turn to start, a 
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he walked back and forth impatiently with a 
heavy stride. He was booted and spurred and 
kept his eyes on a belfry tower on the farther 
side of the race-course. At the Dodo’s signal 
he sprang to the saddle, and his steed flew 
fearless and fleet, striking sparks from the peb- 
bles as he galloped by. ‘Good for you, 
——!” (2) called Sandy. 

After the sound of the hurrying hoof-beats 
had died away, a third rider made his start. 
He rode madly. His hat was gone and eke 
his wig; two broken wine-bottles hanging 
from his belt clashed behind him, and his red 
cloak blew out like a streamer long and gay. 
The mud splashed to the right and left of 
him, and Sandy knew that no one but 
(3) ever rode so mad a race. 

After a bit they heard a merry jingling of 
bells, and a jolly voice cried, ‘‘Get up, Don- 
der and Blitzen! Now, dash away, dash away, 
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‘dash away all!’’ Then round the corner car am 
with his eight (4), while a Ith e 
small boys cheered wildly. 5 

“ Next I have the honor of announcing st ie | 
foot-races,” said the Dodo with great di 
At these words three tiny little animale 
ried out with their eyes tight shut. Although 
they were evidently blind, they were in jo hot : 
pursuit of a farmer's wife who was arm | 
a huge knife. ‘They must be the —— 
” (5), said Sandy. 

Before the shrieks of the farmer’s wife ha 
quite died away in the distance, Sandy noti iced 
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a little animal crawling slowly and patien tye 
along the track. He was handicapped not only 
by his short awkward legs, but by a he avy | 
shell he carried on his back. He never looked 
to one side or the other, but plodded st: aight 
ahead. After a while a furry animal cz -ame : 
running swiftly by, passed the patient lit ttl 
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plodder, and then, with a real smile on his 
whiskered mouth, crawled into a brier patch by 
the side of the track and went to sleep. Then 
Sandy realized he was actually watching 
the famous race of the and the (6). 
The Dodo strutted forward and stated that 
he would nt take the valuable time of the au- 
dience to see this slow race to its finish just 
then, but that the result would be reported 
later. 

“ Water-races!’’ then shouted the Dodo, 
and Sandy noticed for the first time that the 
big round space inside the race-track was not 
earth and grass at all, but water. A beauti- 
ful pea-green boat was just being launched; 
plenty of food had been put in, and a guitar 
to make the furnishings quite complete. Sandy 
was delighted to see the and the 
(7) clambering over the sides of their 
beautiful boat. 
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At the same time three very learned-look- 
ing men, all wearing spectacles, were clumsily 
trying to balance themselves inside a huge 
bowl in which they were evidently going to 
attempt to set sail. ‘Of course, they are the 
of ” (8), said Sandy; 
_ “nobody else would try to go to sea in such 
a boat. I’m afraid they won’t sail far in that. 
I think the pea-green boat stands a much 
better chance of winning.” 


But he forgot to watch to see what hap- 


pened to them because the Dodo screamed, 


«Aviation Meet!” which, of course, attracted 


every one’s attention. On the narrow strip of 
earth between the race-track and the sea, two 
old women were busily making their prepa- 
rations. One was astride a goose and was hav- 
ing great difficulty in keeping him from flying 
while she said good-bye to a boy whom she 
called “Jack.” 
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“TY wonder if that is n’t old ——- —— (9) 
herself?” Sandy whispered. 

The second old woman was settling herself 
into a sort of clothes-basket which a number 
of men were just preparing to toss into the 
Sky. Sandy noticed far above her head a tiny 
moon which he was sure had n’t been there 
a moment before, and he could distinctly hear 
one of the men holding the basket say, as he 
looked at the moon, ‘‘Zooks! Ninety times as 
high as that!”’ 

When Sandy spied the broom in her hand, 
he was sure she was the up 
ina (10), although he had never heard 
her name. Have you? At a signal from the 
Dodo, — (g) clucked to her goose and 
flew up to the moon, while the men gave the 
basket a terrific toss so that it was soon out 
of sight in the sky. Sandy knew the old 
woman was at work there, for every now and 
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then a filmy bit of cobweb would drift down 
across his face and tickle him. 

After all the people were tired of craning 
their necks, the Dodo strutted pompously out, 
called together all the contestants, and began 
to award the prizes. He had had so much 
experience along those lines that he did it 
extremely well and very fairly, too, Sandy 
thought. He made exactly the same speech 
to each winner, ‘‘We beg your acceptance of 
this elegant prize,” and every time, after he 
had finished, every one cheered. 

The prize for the first class went to 
(3): a new wig and two bottles of wine, 
which delighted the breathless rider very much. 

The prize for the foot-race was a set of 
brand-new and most becoming tails, which 
the —— —— (5) fairly wept with joy 
to receive. ‘‘Now we are ourselves again,” 
they squeaked. In the third class a beauti- 
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ful ring was given to the and the 
— (7), so they wouldn’t have to bother 
to look for a pig. This announcement was 
greeted with great applause. 

The aviation prize went to the 
(10), because she had gone 
ninety times as high as the other. The Dodo 
gave her an up-to-date airship which would 
make her house-cleaning excursions much 
safer; and sticking out of one end were a lot of 
new brooms, which was a happy thought, as 
sky-scraping is very hard, indeed, on brooms. 

“Want to come cobwebbing ?”’ she called 
to Sandy, and he scrambled into her airship 
in a jiffy. He gave the moon a little poke 
with his broom as he skimmed past it, and 
after he had done a little sky-scraping, he 
peeped over the edge of the ship and had the 
pleasure of looking dowmz on the stars for the 
very first time in all his life. 
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ay SKEY. a 
THE DODO AND THE RACES 
1. Yankee Doodle. 


2. Paul Revere. 

3. John Gilpin. om 
4. Santa Claus With His Eight Reindeer. 

5. Three Blind Mice. aa 
6. Hare and the Tortoise. ee 
7. Owl and the Pussy Cat. hee 


8. Three Wise Men of Gotham. 

9. Mother Goose. 
10. Old Woman Tossed Up in a Basket. 

* _ 
* * 

1st Prize: John Gilpin. bai 
2d Prize: Three Blind Mice. * 
3d Prize: Owl and the Pussy Cat. 
4th Prize: Old Woman Tossed Up in a Basket 


_ ~THE END 
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NOTE 


THE characters appearing in the preceding tales are 
found in the following books: — 


Mother Goose. 


Fairy Tales. The Brothers Grimm. 
The Red Fairy Book. Andrew Lang. 
The Green Fairy Book. . Andrew Lang. 
The Blue Fairy Book. Andrew Lang. 
The Merry Adventures of Robin 

Hood. Howard Pyle. 
Uncle Remus: His Songs and 

his Sayings. Joel Chandler Harris. 
Alice in Wonderland. Lewis Carroll. 
The Pied Piper of Hamelin. Robert Browning. 
The Diverting History of John 

Gilpin. William Cowper. 
The Owl and the Pussy Cat. Edward Lear. 
Robinson Crusoe. Daniel Defoe. — 
Slovenly Peter. Dr. Heinrich Hoffmann. 
Fables. AE sop. 
Paul Revere’s Ride. Henry W. Longfellow. 
Mary Had a Little Lamb. Sarah. J. Hale or John 


Roulstone, Jr. (author- 
ship in doubt). 
A Visit from St. Nicholas. Clement C. Moore. 
The Legend of George Washing- 
ton and his Hatchet. 
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